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The following text was written down by Edna Pearl Loomis Loomis 
on February 25, 1967: 


One hundred nineteen years ago to-day, on February 25, 1848, 
my father, Theron Orsemus Loomis, was born. To-day I have the 
leisure and the inclination to recall some of the facts I have 
in my memory about him and to recall with love his character and 
his influence in the small circle in which he lived and moved. 


About the first thing I've known about his early life was 
that when he was a young man, he attended Franklin Institute, 
New York. He had a good education, quite above the average of 
his time. He was partial to mathematics. When he was twenty- 
one, he had inflammatory rheumatism and bed ridden for six months. 
Father was, as were all our people, Baptist. One of the deacons 
of the Clinton Baptist Church came, usually on horse-back, each 
day during the most critical periods of father's illness and 
turned father over. No one else seemed so careful and so ef- 
ficient. The deacon stood on the side of the bed, heid the 
bottom sheet and carefully moved the sheet so that father was 
turned over. My father always spoke of this man with deep re- 
spect, almost reverence. That bout of sickness resulted in 
father's having considerable rheumatism always. 


AS a young man, he was popular with the young people, es- 
pecially the young ladies. He had a team of beautifully matched 
gray carriage horses and so this had the effect on the aspiring 
young ladies to be seen gliding over the snow in a sleigh or 
riding along a shady lane in summer. His heart, I'm told, re- 
mained whole and happy until he was in his thirties. Mary Emma 
Squire, who lived about two miles from his home, came to help 
my grandmother with her duties. Then, my father's good sense 
resulted in their marriage on March 24, 1880 in my mother's 
home. 


Grandfather Loomis, Hiram Pease, owned in his own right, 
a forty-acre farm which adjoined his and Grandmother's four 
hundred acre farm. This forty-acre farm had a homestead on it, 
built in the early decades of the nineteenth century. It had 
a huge chimney in the center of its two-story structure and a 
fireplace on its four sides in each story--thus, each room had 
a fireplace. No metal nails were used in the building of this 
dwelling but wooden pegs. As a little girl I spent many summer 
days in this old vacant house. The stairs were very steep al- 
most as steep as a ladder would be. There was always a sweet 
smell about the place as straw had once covered the vacant 
floors and was still there but pretty well reduced to small 
scattered clumps. Surrounding the house were many shrubs, 
mostly lilacs. In the yard was a couple of slippery elms. 
The house surmounted a knoll or a broad low hill and beauti- 
fully located for near and distant views of the rolling hills 
and the lovely farms. 
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